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beckoned. The Malay carried his child to her chair and
Queen Victoria then kissed it on its forehead.

Hereupon the silence was broken. An old Imam
salaamed and said that her slaves really had a wish.

"What is that?" demanded Her Majesty.

"We want a sheep to kill in our way, in the way of
the Koran," answered the Mussulman. "Since we left
Cape Town we have eaten no meat."

The monarch gave a gentleman-in-waiting this un-
usual matter to attend to, and before she dismissed the
pilgrims she said gravely: "When you are at the Kaaba
don't forget to pray for your Queen."

Long after I myself came to know the baby who got
that kiss, an old, ragged newspaper-seller in Adderley
Street, Cape Town. This true story, which I believe
has never been published in any book, did more
to establish Queen Victoria's prestige among the
Moslem millions than all the conquests of her Generals
and Acts of her Parliaments. Together with Her
Majesty's predilection for Oriental bodyguards, it gave
rise to the fanciful idea that she was secretly a
Mahomedan,

Some merchants wanted to know what the Bible
contained. I explained: " It is a good book, almost the
same as the Koran, only the latter is shorter."

"Is there not a lot about the Jews in the Bible?" put
in another friend.

"Yes," I said. "But the Jews only read half of
it"

This puzzled them very much,